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They're Unforgiven Too. 


Author's Notes: 

Put the lyrics through in italics to show the parallels to Jason's thoughts. ***Obviously, | do not own the 
lyrics.*** | actually sat on writing this one for a *long® time, because when the inspiration for it struck, | 
feared it was a compulsive idea by the nature of my mental state at the time, and therefore would be seen 
negatively. The plot bunny survived, and I'm opting to finally use it because | still like the concept. Probably 
more effort to get the emotion to come out than had | written it then, but | can say it wasn't driven by 
anything, nor is it relevant to anything currently going on. (| am okay, please don't think | am trying to say 
anything myself through this, because l'm not -this is just my thought on what Jason may have felt by what 


| know about leaving something behind) 


There's an uproar in the metal world right now. 


An uproar, because the biggest thrash metal band is having trouble once again Metallica is experiencing inner 


turmoil. 


This time, they're on hiatus, and |, Jason Newsted -now their former bass player, am half of the reason why. 


To jokingly quote the lyrics of one of our hits, maybe they'd like to dub me Unforgiven for that. 


But I'm leaving without any regret. Because they're unforgiven too. Coincidentally, that's a pretty relevant one 


too. 


Looking back to the beginning, | know why it's time to leave. | can justify it to myself by all the things | have 
experienced, and all the trouble tied to it now. That will stay with me if | don't. | won't waste my time justifying 
it to them. | know why, and they can probably figure out why too if | tell them. But if they refuse to hear it, 


they won't understand my reasons like anyone else with a brain and a capacity to listen could. 


Lay beside me, tell me what they've done. 

Speak the words | want to hear, to make my demons run 
The door is locked now, but its open if youre true. 

Hf you can understand the me, then | can understand the you. 


| entered Metallica at a stormy time. That | understand. There is nothing worse | can think of for a band than 
losing someone in such a permanent, unexpected way. The turbulence had to have been unbearable for James, 
Lars, and Kirk. | know it was for me, and | didn't have the chance to know Cliff they way they had. | can only 

imagine how much harder it was. He was my hero and inspiration though, and knowing he was gone, | too, felt 


great pain from his loss. 


Come lay beside me, under wicked sky, 
Through black of day, dark of night, we share this paralyze.. 


| came around to audition. It was something | hesitated to do, feeling unsure, but what an opportunity to say | 
at least crossed paths with the band | looked up to. The band of my dreams -or what | thought was the band 


of my dreams. And I'd say | did more than cross paths with them in a way | never expected | would have. 


They let me in | passed their audition -| was said to be good enough that day. The joy | felt when they told me 
| was in was so immense | went clear off my chain and started jumping around and whooping in that 


restaurant. Enough to earn me an “alright, you need to settle the fock down" from Lars. 


Maybe that reaction was a little over the top. I'll admit it. Sheer excitement can do a thing or two to a guy in 
the heat of the moment. But to me, it meant more than that. Knowing they'd picked me -been willing to pick 
me -out of all the guys that auditioned, | felt safe in trusting they had accepted me. | felt | had found a place 


where | was accepted, and where | would have the chance to build my strength and show who | really could be. 


So | opened my door to them -for them to walk into my life. And | walked into their lives through the door 
that they had opened to me. 


The door cracks open, but there's no sun shining through.. 


But there was no sun shining through the door | entered by. And little did | know how much darker it would 


become. 


It started out as hazing. Then having all my parts dampened on recordings so they were mostly drowned out - 
though that's less apparent to me when | know those bass lines and | can hear them in my mind and fill the 
void that's more obvious to anyone else. Then, on tour, there was ridicule from fans who didn't want to accept 


me. Every sign that | wasn't wanted there. They just started to multiply with time. 
| held out against so much ridicule and waited so long to hear something | wanted, and needed. 


| needed to hear acceptance. Approval. A sign that they even wanted me there and that | wasn't just a 

replacement that was stuck in there until they found somebody better than me, as a few less accepting fans 
at meet and greets made sure to let me know. | needed to hear something from within Metallica to cover up 
and heal the wounds by the insults flung at me like hot spears every day. Not that | let that show. | numbed 


it out and let it scar over. 
Black heart scarring darker still, but there's no sun shining through. 


Its easy to brush that kind of stuff off when its coming from some person you don't know who's just decided 
to be a jackass. Looking at other bands that have dealt with a death and having to replace a member, it 
happens all the time that some fans just won't accept the replacement because they're not the same guy. 


Its a little less easy to brush it off when none of your bandmates later do something to make it known to you 


that what they say isn’t true, and instead they seem to do things that say they feel the same way. 


It's because they do. l'm not Cliff, and that's just it. There's nothing else to it, and nothing | can do to make 
them accept me for me, because they want Cliff. It doesn't matter that they chose me to play bass, because 
I'm still not Cliff. t doesn't matter that | understand that they wish they still had Cliff either. | do too. Id 
rather still be barely known in Flotsam and Jetsam and see Cliff alive and playing in Metallica right now -l 


fucking cried like a three year old when | found out he'd been killed! 


Wishing they still had Cliff doesn't justify the things they did though. And of course, those things had an 
effect on me. The scars they left changed the person | was. Maybe for better, maybe for worse. 


No, there's no sun shining through, no there's no sun shining. 

They toughened me up to what was thrown at me in the dark. They also made me blend in with the dark. 
There was less light left in me as it got covered up. The door | opened, scarring over with darkness, slowly 
pushing the bright, curly-haired, bouncing hyper farm kid from Michigan back inside, and replacing him with 
the pessimistic bassist standing in the corner getting scolded for everything. 


What Ive felt, what ve known, turn the pages, turn the stone.. Behind the door, should | open it for you? 


| opened that door for them, joined them, and gave my trust to them. | started a whole new chapter of my 
life with them. The biggest reason | had been cautious about auditioning was, in all honesty, how daunting it 
was. The concept of placing myself in front of what were my idols | looked up to, and then climbing up to stand 
on their level. | had to wonder if it really was worth crossing paths with them and letting them into my life 


just by going to audition, let alone becoming one of them. 


However, | did it because | knew there wouldn't have been any loss to me if | hadn't made it. | just wouldn't 
have been the one they picked But then they did choose me. It seemed like they would appreciate me by that. 
Being chosen by them -it seemed like every viable reason to open that door to them. That was why | threw 
caution to the wind and did it. | saw a path to my biggest dream unfolding before me -being a member of a 
heavy metal band, living the life, and enjoying every moment of it writing and performing. Being one in a big 


team. 


What Ive felt, what Ive known, sick and tired, | stand alone. Could you be there? 


Cause Im the one who waits for you. Or are you unforgiven, too? 


Instead, they cast me aside so | stood alone, waiting for the sign that would never come. The sign that | was 
truly one of them. Not a replacement for Cliff, of course, but one of them in the sense of belonging there. /t 
never came. And that was the most important thing to me. The thing that has become the greatest 
disappointment. 


Now, is everything about my time in Metallica bad? Do | regret joining and wish I'd never had any of the time | 
was there? No! Of course not. There were positives. The things | did participate in. The fans that did 
understand. The performances and playing those bass lines that proved to me that | was much more than | 
thought | was before | joined. Those were the things | loved. The things | still love. | can love them looking back 
on them without having to keep experiencing them though, and l'm ready to let go of it. 


Come lay beside me; this won't hurt, | swear. 
She loves me not, she loves me still, but shell never love again.. 


| could lower myself down to the level of some of my bandmates and put up a fight about owning more of my 
contributions even after | leave. Put them through another round of lawsuits when they just dealt with one 
and are already in the hot seat with fans and trying to clean their wounds from that. That would really leave 
them hurting as payback. But | won't. It's the mark | left on Metallica that will be there whether it survives 
this or not. It's the silver lining, and l'm not going to hurt it, but rather, make sure it stays there intact and 
respectable. 


Black heart scarring darker still, yes, shell be there when Im gone, 
Yes, shell be there when lm gone, dead sure she'll be there.. 


They don't appreciate me being here, so | tried to open another door. A door to contributing with a side 
project. Echobrain. 


Originally, | didn't plan on leaving Metallica for it. When | met those guys, who were genuinely thrilled with my 
offer to join and help out, | saw the thing | wanted and would never get in Metallica. They were even willing to 
work it out with me so that | could participate around my schedule with Metallica -even if it slowed down 


progress. 


And that was when | began to see the light. | was onboard. | was ready to make that jump onboard the 
Echobrain project. There was only one thing standing in my way though. 


James said ‘no’. Absolutely not. He acted like it was a threat. A threat? Wow. After all the threats | got from 
him. Including the ultimatum that if | pursued that project, | would be out of Metallica Regardless of it being a 
side project that would only work when it wasn't interfering with Metallica 


It was pretty ridiculous. Even Kirk admitted he couldn't see the problem with me doing it if | could work around 
Metallica -imagine that. | don't think Lars cared what | did as long as it didn't cause any more trouble when 
things were already on the verge of imploding -which it certainly looks like it is now that they're finding out 
I'm gone. And maybe they did want me to stay, but just two weeks ago, James went running off to rehab, 
barely even giving notice to Lars, Kirk, and management. With the order that recording was on hiatus, and that 
his ultimatum on me still stood Meaning | had absolutely nothing | could do without getting into a side project, 
because we weren't recording anything. 


If Kirk and Lars didn't come running to tell me | could do my side project when Metallica wasn't in session and 
while James was away -while they had the power to make that decision without him -l figure they must not 


want me to stay but so badly. 
It was then that | asked myself if it was really even worth staying. 


Lay beside me, tell me what Ive done. 
The door is closed, so are your eyes, 


But now | see the sun. 


And so what? They're going to be upset because l'm gone? Because | am leaving? l'm leaving with a pretty solid 
reason. | wouldn't have left at first just for the sake of Echobrain. James was the one who made a problem 


out of that -before leaving the rest of us hanging. 


| had contacted managers at Q-prime, already knowing them, who said the Echobrain project had a chance to 
do well if | pursued it. They had even agreed to help us out on making an album -something | was able to 


provide with my connections. 


But connections can kill too. Those same managers called me back a few days later to say they were no longer 
going to support a potential album and help us, because James made threats to them if they supported 
Echobrain and | was participating when they did, that he could find another production management company 
for Metallica. Of course the managers didn't want to lose having a deal with the biggest thrash metal band in 
the world. 


A chance of a project not only stomped down for me, but for everyone else involved. All but destroyed. Door 


being closed by the entity | was in and a great opportunity choked to death. 


| thought of how many other opportunities were out there like lights in the distance for me to chase after. 
How many | would want to consider one day even just for the fun of it. How many | would never get to chase 


because | was tied down in this darkness. 


| thought of pushing through and proceeding with Echobrain anyway. Maybe it wouldn't be successful without a 
major promotion behind it. But there's more to music, and there's more to a band than just that. And having 
spent fourteen years without those other vital parts, | find them to still be worth it. 


| knew my answer. 
And with that, | couldn't justify to myself staying in Metallica any longer. 
„Now | see the sun Yes, now | see it. 


| sent in my notices to management last week, for Bob Rock to deal with. Maybe | could have stood a phone 
call to Kirk just to tell the guys what was really going on for myself. And Kirk would have probably been the 
most understanding, because he was the one who admitted he couldn't see the logic in holding me back if | 


could do it and still put Metallica first. 


But honestly, I'd already had enough. | was done. Done as soon as that decision was made in my head. | still 
don't feel the need to explain. 


And now that Metallica is in my past, | can't help but wonder to myself if I'll ever join another big band rather 
than a small project | form on my own. l'm sure there will be a big band out there some day that needs a 
replacement on bass. And if my name is still recognized, there's a chance they'd probably call me up along with 
the many others they look for. | guess having been in the biggest thrash metal band in the world is a pretty 


substantial resume topper. 


But would they let me be myself within that band? Or would | once again be shoved around, hazed, used, and 


cast to the side as never being a true member just because I'm not the same guy? 


Never free, never me.. 
No. 


| know that not every other band is like that, and | would probably be far better off, but | refuse to take that 
chance. I'd rather stand alone in Echobrain for now -even if it doesn't make it far -and any small side projects 
| might create down the road. Any large, popular band | have a chance of joining has just as much power over 


me. Just as much power to sideline me. Just as much power to abuse me. 


Just as much power to do something unforgivable. 
They destroyed my trust, and nobody will ever see me open my door to a large band again 


| fake this key, and I bury it in you, 


Because you're unforgiven Too. 


